208                   PRISON LETTERS

Undated.

We cannot accept the new scheme they have offered
us for visits, as I don't see how one could possibly
keep the promise one is asked to give.
They want us to promise not to talk ' politics.'
To-day life is 'politics/ Finance, economics, education,
even the ever-popular (in England) subject of divorce
is all mixed up with politics to-day. I can't invest my
money, without politics; buy clothes without politics.
Art is all political, music is battle tunes or hymns of hate
or self-glorification, and so I simply do not know what
they mean when they say we must not talk politics.
What the Censor let through is no criterion. He did
not like some of the Christmas cards sent me, I find!
So I refuse to keep the promise I don't understand.
I never deliberately said I'd do a thing without
believing I was capable of doing it yet.
' An Exile's Dream of Ireland ' I would like for the
picture.
I don't like making capital for myself out of being
in jail!
I see an awful account of Kathleen in to-day's paper.
It was cruel, cruel putting her in here.
I do love the purple chiffon Clare sent me. It's a
joy on a dull day.
I'm quite fat and well and working quite hard at
painting; ' Colour' is such a help.
I think I am safer here from 'flu than anywhere else.
Bo take care of yourself.
Clare looks so lovely on the postcard.
I fear I am an awful plague. I feel so bad when I
hear of you up here on bad days and at unholy hours. I
wish I could give you some of my strength.
When I read of Dev.a I thought of O'Shaughnessy's
1 ' Dev/ is always Mr. de Valera.